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be the elect of the Sultan. Her chances of being chosen
had been slight, for Abdul Hamid paid little attention to
his three hundred official wives, and Meste was not one
of them, but only a dancing girl to a Princess. Still, she
was lovely to look at, and an artist in all that pertained
to the senses : if diligence had been a passport to success
she would have been a Queen.

For five years she had studied the technique of an
ancient cult that was taught at this day at Yildiz Kiosk
even as it had been in China when Marco Polo wrote of
the domestic arrangements of the Manchu Emperors,
and in India when Vatsyayana compiled his erotic lore.
During this novitiate, Meste Alem had learned to wear
the blue muslins that caught her master's fancy, to emu-
late the springy grace of a she-camel of the Nejd, to pluck
her eyebrows like Zuleikha and to dress her hair like
Roxalana. She knew the artifices that experience can give
to passion, and the seductions that have been added to
the senses since Adam kissed Eve : the stillnesses that
prolong ecstasies, the movements that accompany rap-
tures, the rhythms and restraints of love, the solace as
well as the delirium that may be conveyed by hands,
and lips, and eyes. In theory, and not entirely in theory,
for she was young and some of her instructresses were
ardent, she was an adept in all the arts of pleasing. But
now she had no one to please except herself.

That morning, when His Highness Djevher Agha had
arrived to announce to her that she was the object of the
Sultan's favour, she had become a great lady in the
twinkling of the subtle eyes that watched and envied her.
Her mistress herself had taken her to the bath, had super-
vised her shampooing and hairdressing, and had chosen
an exquisite attar for her anointing. Dreaming of her